FROM WEST TO EAST
shoulders, was sitting beside Glushkov, telling him the
contents of the day's communique. Moving into the
centre of the coach, he began tracing a map of the Black
Sea and the Crimea on the drugget with the toe of his
boot. The Germans were breaking through to the
Crimea.
"Of course it's hard to say how things will go/' said
Danilov. "But in any case, 'he's going to break a few
teeth on Sevastopol."
"He"—that was Fritz, the German, Hitler, the
Fascist, the enemy.
"Yes, history will accord Sevastopol a second Order,"
said the captain in the plaster-of-Paris cast.
They talked about Moscow, about Leningrad, about
their gallant defence.
As Danilov spoke, he kept turning to Glushkov, as
though inviting him to take part in the conversation.
But Glushkov only opened his tight lips to say wearily:
"Our towns defend themselves splendidly."
"The German is coming to the end of his tether,"
said the captain. "That's a fact."
"Fm waiting all the time to see where he'll trip up,"
said a pale, handsome, hook-nosed Georgian, wounded
in the head, from an upper berth. "I've been looking at
the atlas trying to foretell where we'll start driving him
back." He spoke with a slight accent, and laughed at
the idea of his fortune-telling.
"A map's no good for fortune-telling," mused the
captain. "Now in Penza I heard a fortune-teller—
wonderful how exact!"
Everybody burst out laughing, and Danilov prepared
to go. Every morning after breakfast it was his custom to
go through the coaches and tell the men the latest
communique. As he was leaving, he laid his hand firmly
on Glushkov's shoulder.
"Chin up, Comrade Lieutenant," he said in a low
voice, audible to Glushkov alone. "Chin up, YouVe got
to eat, got to sleep, got to live*"
Glushkov turned incredulous eyes upon him,
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